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Her ample presence fills np all the place ;
A veil of fogs dilates her awful face :
Great in her charms ! as when on shrieves and mayors
She looks, and breathes herself into their airs.
She bids him wait her to her sacred dome :
Well pleased he entered, and confessed his home.
So spirits ending their terrestrial race
Ascend, and recognise their native place.
This the great mother dearer held than all
The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guildhall:
Here stood her opium, here she nursed her owls.
And here she planned th3 imperial seat of fools.
Here to her chosen all her works she shows;
Prose swelled to verse, verse loit'ring into prose ;
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find,
Now leave all memory of sense behind ;
How prologues into prefaces decay,
And these to notes are frittered quite away.
How index-learning turns no student pale,
Yet holds the eel of science by the tail :
How, with less reading than makes felons scape,
Less human genius than God gives an ape.
Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece,
A vastj vamped, future, old, revived, new piece,
3Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespear, and Corneille,
Can make a Gibber, Tibbald, or OzelL
The Goddess then, o'er his anointed head.
With mystic words, the sacred opium shed.
And lo I her bird (a monster of a fowl,
Something betwbct a Heideggre and owl)